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Songs in Silhouette 


The past would be a vista gray 

And memory but a mocking name 
For hours that wasted swift away 
Did not some moments bright as flame 
Still burn in shrines of yesterday. 


These memoried moments linger long, 
Adventurous days, old loves and vain, 
Whose colored cadences prolong 
Against the gray days dull refrain 
Bright silhouettes that haunt like song. 


Aen aes is due 
to A Linz O’ Type or Two 
for permission to reprint 
many of these verses « * 
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SONGS IN SILHOUETTE 


Recognition 


These are portents that we have met ere this: 
The languid grace within your every move 
Was her’s I loved upon the Acropolis. 


The smile that plays about your mouth rose lipped 
I knew when Sparta’s allies gave to sack 
The Trojan walls through which Aeneas slipped. 


In Babylon, in Ninevah or Tyre 
I know not where but to your pensive eyes 
I sang sweet odes upon a Phrygian lyre. 


The dusky locks that frame your damask cheek 
Enthralled me first when with Flamininus 
In chains I plod through Rome, a captive Greek. 


In Venice I beheld your tapering hand 
Wave lingering farewell to one who went 


With Malta’s Knights unto the Holy Land. 


Your voice I heard within the court of Spain 
Speak tenderly to a poor Genoese 
Who saw a round world in his addled brain. 


But never have your lips been mine to kiss 
Though they have haunted me through centuries; 
And now we meet again as oft ere this. 
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Revery 


It does not seem as though the years were more 
Than as so many days, since when 

Dry eyed we looked our last upon your shore, 
Chance, never to return again. 

Ah, France! We knew not then what now we know 
(The high adventure’s hour is run), 

That as your dim coast faded down below 
The sea, our brighest days were done. 


They’re more than mem’ries, yea, a part of us, 
A spirit sired by fiery Mars 

That scorns the daily round of toil and fuss 
Which prisons us with unseen bars. 

Again we'll never know so great a thrill 
As that November afternoon 

When bonfires burst from every copse and hill 
And singing bullets ceased their croon. 


The years have overpassed us swift, and though 
We seem today as other men, 
Our youthful spirits ride the winds that blow 
Along the Marne and cross the Aisne. 
And should we spend all our remaining days 
In noisy mart or rustic manse, 
Our thoughts will ever turn in other ways 
And dream along the roads of France. 
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Old English Prints 


Tue Foxuunt 


Earths well stopped—through the crisp cool morn 
Over the hill winds the huntsman’s horn. 

Hunter and whipper-in slowly ride 

Mid gamboling hounds cross the blue moorside 

To covert and cheery rendezvous 

Where the sportsmen await the “Tally-ho!”” 


The cover is drawn and Reynard breaks 

With a swift red rush through the hedgerow stakes. 
The hunt is on with lusty ado, 

“Gone away, forward! Halloo, halloo!” 

The hounds give throat to a deep toned bell, 

The hunters chorus the vixen’s knell. 


Through the autumn morn, their spirits gay 
The redcoats gallop the miles away. 

Check! And the hounds run babbling round, 
Spreading for scent on the frosty ground; 

The huntsman casts—**Halloo, halloo!” 
Reynard streaks off: the hunters pursue. 


Stout hearted he bravely doubles back 
The dogs full voiced on his desperate track. 
Cornered, he faces the clamorous din, 

The first of the field come reining in 

To the death with an eager rush 

To save from the pack the trophy brush. 


The sport well over the hunt rides back 
To Melton town with the panting pack. 
At the Royal George a jovial meal 

With a loyal toast to the sovereign’s weal 
Concludes the day with festive sounds 
For these merrie men who ride to hounds. 
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White Magic 


I beheld gray roofs in a sullen sky 
Immerging at dusk from my sight 

Till their cornices every one were hid 
By a wide spreading sable blight. 

Then the blizzard hung cross my window pane 
A curtain of magical white 

And behind it Boreas waved his wand 
Transforming the ebony night. 


Soon the gale died down and the moon came up 
To disclose what the storm had spilt 
And I saw the roofs were all rearranged 
In a crystalline crazy quilt. 
There were squares and diamonds, triangles of snow 
And a chimney that looked like a stilt 
While a steeple gleamed like a pyramid 
On a poniard thrust to the hilt. 
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Doloras 


(FRoM THE SpANIsH OF RAMON DE CAMPOAMOR) 


I sing not of beauty nor affection 

Because those are idle vanities, 
—Even more 

They are only a veiled reflection. 

Is not love more than a shadow? 
—Nothing more. 


E’en sweeter than the flowers in your hair 
Is the bloom of your lovely youth, 

—But in truth 
Tomorrow both will wither there. 
Nothing more than faded petals? 

—wNay, forsooth. 


If contentment is too brief you find 
You will ask then what is happiness, 
—And say 
Is it nothing more than a chance wind? 
Naught, sweetheart, than a breeze that swells 
—And dies away. 


And when age has slain love's illusion 

You will find a thousand petty griefs, 
—Or more 

Doubts and fears in wild confusion, 

And nothing more, light of my eyes, 
—Nothing more. 
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There is a Hint of Autumn in the Air 


“There is a hint of autumn in the air!”* 
No news from Flanders more than this: 

A tart north wind, a fluttering motley leaf 

And birds in passage. Summer’s days grow brief. 
No word of battles fought amiss 

And allies reeling back in grim despair. 


There was a hint of autumn in the air— 
A dire foreboding best untold 
Of young lives drawing to a close. War's tithe 
That takes the bravest with the Reaper's scythe. 
Courageously they waited, speaking bold 
So none might know the awful peril there. 


No more are signs of autumn in the air 
For those who sleep in Flanders Fields 
Yet when the leaves run riotous again 
That bold defiance sings as a refrain, 
A deathless legend on their shields— 
“There is a hint of autumn in the air.” 


*The dispatches of Sir John 
French on the eve of the first 
battle of Ypres concluded with 
this phrase. 
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The Tribune Tower 


Dusk gray, sky kissed, soaring arches, 
Springing from earth to heights of cloud, 
Free as the winds that blow the marches, 
Stately as any castle proud. 

Parapets tipped with silver lances 

Keep gleaming vigil beneath the moon, 
By starlight a softer beauty entrances— 
A faery palace of pale mist hewn. 


Rising serenely beside the lake, 

Flushed with the rose of the early dawn, 
Like a lovely goddess but just awake 

Poised at the note of a woodland song. 
Day—and a sentinel bravely standing 
Revealed in a panoply of light, 

Towering, watching, guarding, commanding, 
A banner in stone, a symbol of might. 
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Odalisque 


(To a Fortes Dancer) 


White limbs suffusing rosily 

"Neath the spiced flames of frankincense and myrrh, 
Immobile in beauty stately 

And perfect as a Grecian pilaster 
In a fane of Aphrodite. 


A Galatea breathed to life 
Rhythmical with soft undulating charms; 
A bow with beauty rife 
Flexed within a Persian archer’s arms 
In symmetry of strife. 


Shimmering like a burnished blade 
Sweeping before the bearded vizier’s eyes, 
An houri temptingly displayed, 

*Til captive to the caliph borne a prize 
As in a tale of Scheherezade. 
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Metaphysic 
(To M. H.) 


There is a never ending quest, 
A surging toward a loadstone goal 
That pulses in the heart of man 
And burns divinely in his soul. 
It is a longing undefined 
Forsworn by many in travail, 
Who cannot see the vision loom, 


As once knights did the Sangreal. 


We search for beauty and we seek 
To understand what not we know, 
To rend the veils that mask our eyes 
From truths that all about us show. 
From verities in simple things 
Ungrasped in lust for lucre’s gleam 
And hid from those who miss the stars 
Pent in by canopies of dream. 


O, beauty is a sensed delight 
Sufficing all comparison, 
A blend of thought and form that feels 
A symmetry in unison. 
A unity in multitude 
Where mind and eye have one aspect 
To see the visioned with the real 
As beauty blooms from intellect. 


This questing earns its own reward, 
Imponderable in golden scales, 
A wealth unknown to avarice, 
A knowledge which o’er life prevails. 
Tis concord of the heart and mind 
Which balances in evenness 
All passions with a leavening truth 
And finds in beauty happiness. 
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Stagg Field by Moonlight 


Saffron in hue beneath the waning moon 
The old walls somber loom and tower, 
Brooding on triumphs won the afternoon 
In revery at the midnight hour. 
Unechoed now the cries and lusty cheers, 
While shadows ghostly semblance yield 
Of breathless throngs who crowd the empty tiers 
And players clashing on the field. 
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Ballade of Calais Road 


Strife of kings and the men-at-arms 

Sally forth at the break of day. 

Loot of castles and manor farms, 

Plunder, pillage and wild foray; 

Knights and pikemen in steel array, 

And twang of the quilled shaft tautly bowed. 
Sing you a song of errantry? Pray, 

Hear the tale of the Calais Road! 


Dreams of conquest and khaki swarms 
March to the front as dawn is gray. 
Rolling of drums sound war’s alarms, 
Rumble of cannon and chargers neigh; 
Laughter, curses when brought to bay, 
And bashed-in trench for a last abode. 
Sing you a song of gallantry? Pray, 
Hear the tale of the Calais Road! 


Peace in France and the sound of arms 
Cease to rattle along the way. 

Lads find time for a maiden’s charms, 
Courting, marriage and market day, 
Sowing, reaping, a time for play, 

And days are passed like a pastoral ode. 
Sing you a song of peasantry? Pray, 
Hear the tale of the Calais Road! 


L’Envoi 


Prince, your favor, to while away 
The tedious hours that irk and goad, 
For story, romance and valor, pray, 


Hear the tale of the Calais Road! 
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Portrait of Helen R. 


All scarlet was her gown, a fabric flaming 

Her ivory features with a subtle glow 

That paled incarnadined lips and touched her brow 
With a warmth like torchlight upon the snow 

So algid white yet tinged with mantling rose. 


All robed in scarlet, the lamplight blending 
The cardinal of prelates piously austere 

With hue of ruby wines, of crimson grenadier, 
Of sumac flushed against a frosted mere 
Upon her as she plays at rouge et noir. 
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The Dunes—Sunset 


Scylla and Charybdis, 
A minotaur uncowed, 
A troupe of prancing horsemen 
Beplumed with scarlet cloud, 
St. George, an orange dragon, 
A damsel in samite 
Ride cross the fleecy heavens 


As Apollo flees the night. 


The lake is a sea of ribbons 
Pale pied in rainbow hue, 
A green more soft than emeralds, 
Purple and turquoise blue, 
All wove with saffron laces 
And worked with crimson strands 
That border the golden causeway 
The sun has laid to the sands. 


Shadows creep from the hillsides 
Down to the murmuring shore 
Marshaling dusky legions 
As night flings wide her door 
While pines like sable sentinels 
Stand guard on every dune 
As twilight sings a serenade 
From the sedgy black lagoon. 
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Young Man Writing a Sonnet 


I trow she is the sweetest girl I’ve met, 

Such eyes, such charm, such grace beyond compare; 
To such a wealth of pulchritude, I swear 

One should indite some rhyme—Aha, a sonnet! 
Another verse like this will make the octet: 
Some word is due, I feel, about her hair. 

O Muse, be quick, some pretty phrase quite rare 
To crown her beauty (and to end this couplet.) 
Of fourteen lines I have already eight 

And this makes ten. Alas! I must confess 

One can’t say half enough in such duress 

When one such loveliness would celebrate. 
These sonnets must conform to rule, I ween: 

Her eyes are like great pools—Mon Dieu, fourteen! 
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Bugles at Belleau 


There were no bugles winding then 
The heroic notes of war— 
Only the drone of a Maxim gun 
And the cannons’ blasting roar. 
No streaming banners led the charge 
Of men, who sorely worn 
Fought step by step from tree to tree 
In Bois de Belleau that morn. 


Without the pomp of ancient wars 
In pageantry arrayed, 

A flaming page of history’s scroll 
Was writ in that deep glade 

Of tortured trees and tainted pools, 
A dark and noisome fen— 

Gone was the glitter of the lists, 
But not valiant fighting men. 


So now there’s peace within this wood 
The breath of Mars profaned 
And a fuller splendor seems to dwell 
Where once red carnage reigned 
For the ruddy glow of the westering sun 
Flings banners cross the sky 
While the evening winds through the leafing trees 
Like haunted bugles sigh! 
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Lines on the Dedication of the Municipal Stadium 
in Grant Park, Chicago 


From gridiron, diamond and the fields of play 
With stout young hearts and gleaming eyes 
They rallied to the flag on muster day 

To answer Duty’s call ‘neath foreign skies, 
And played the game across the fields of war 
With sportsmen’s courage to their final score. 


No more their glad and joyous shout 

Will echo—stilled in victory, 

The Great Umpire of All has called them out; 
But from those fields has come a memory 

That on this ground ineffably has sealed 

Their stamp of courage: this is Soldiers’ Field. 


[ 26 ] 
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Sonnet to Another Helen 


Far fairer thou than Sparta’s ravished queen 
Beleaguered long in steel girt Illium, 

For whom ten thousand heroes sought Elysium 
So wondrous was her beauty, so serene 

Her ways. Her eyes like starlight all agleam, 
Those azure orbs that brought millennium 

Of death to Troy through Sinon’s stratagem 
And left a ruined city by the stream. 

And were I Paris on Ida’s slope again, 

Mine the choice of wisdom, power or love 

I would not hesitate to choose thereof 

E’en knowing that you dwelt beyond the sea 
And all the ships of Greece would swarm with men 
To vent great Juno’s wrath on you and me. 


[ 27 ] 
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A Lady with a Cigarette 


Dreamily she nestled on a soft divan 
As dancing shadows from the candlelight 
Were meshed in veils of drifting smoke to weave 
A gossamer tapestry of strange delight. 
A weirdly broidered arras mise en scéne 
Of changing figures with each waft of smoke 
That all around her deep enchantment spread 
And made her seem a queen of fairy folk. 


rae 
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Gray Ghosts 


Four cigarettes lay cast upon the grass 

And smouldering, raised gray wraiths of smoke 
Whose eerie imagery the past awoke 

Like sorcery in a magic glass. 


One saw the pageantry of ships at sea 
When sloping stacks their gray plumes fly 
In silhouette against a brazen sky 

Whose far horizons call mysteriously. 


And one gray dusk upon the plain 

When slow smoke curls from scattering homes 
Like distant watchfires of the gnomes 

And blue shadows ripple cross the grain. 


And one therein found this philosophy— 
Memories are gray vapors from the past 
Of burned out loves—lIconoclast, 

He crushed them for a new idolatry. 


But was one haunted by this ghostly gray— 
Though she was lost in silent revery, 

Who knows what thoughts bring glamourie 
When one is lovely as a springtime day? 


[ 29 ] 
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Fragment 


(From THE SPANISH OF BECQUER) 


Our sighs are air 

And fade with the winds, 
Our tears are water 

And run to the sea. 
Tell me, beloved, 

When love has left us, 
Tell me, dear one, 


What will it be? 
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The Airman’s Soliloquy 


There’s a thrum in the sky, an insect drone 
Like myriad bumblebees, 

An omnious portent westward blown 
Of black-winged enemies. 


Avaunt, my airmen, forsake your wine, 
Von Richthofen is over the line! 

It may be your fate and it may be mine 
To fall where the tracers flame and whine. 


The flight tunes up on the stubble field, 
The squadrons spitting smoke and fume 
And every heart is grimly steeled 
When the gray ships swiftly zoom. 


The world is a piece of parquetry, 
A greenish hued embroidery; 

Gray town, green field the blazonry 
In man and nature’s heraldry. 


What of the men behind the controls 
Speeding on to a joust with death, 

What are the thoughts that stir their souls 
And what words still lips sayeth? 


“The old bus has an easy feel, 
She flies along on an even keel 
And banks as quick as a dodging teal. 
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The engine roars with a pleasing sound, 
Our shadows far below us bound 

And skip from roofs along the ground. 
Skimming o’er town, cross hill and dell, 
A shadowy kiss of last farewell 

To earthly things beloved well— 


—the purple grandeur of the hills 
Veiled by misty mountains rills 
Whose song in silvery cadence trills. 
A meadow glistening in the dawn; 
The peal of bells when day is gone 
And night comes swiftly rushing on. 
A dreamy waltz thrummed on guitars, 
The martial airs that call to wars 
And the silent music of the stars. 

A gentle wind through forest leaves 
Giving tongue to ancient trees 

Or pattering rain on cosy eaves. 

The fragrant perfume of the rose, 
Magnolias when the south wind blows 
And the violet the sweet wood grows. 
A garden closed in a scented hedge 
Or a verdant waste of marshy sedge 
Skirting a winding river’s edge. 

A shady knoll and a rambling manse, 
An open hearth where the red flames dance, 
Dusk and pages of old romance—.” 


The Maxims bark and the Lewis spat 
Put-put-put and rat-a-tat-tat, 

An aileron crumples, a ship falls flat 

And the foe wings off like a frightened bat. 
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‘Patch up the holes in the fuselage, 
I’m off to Grand’mere D’Oye’s ménage 
For a bit of a drink and green fromage.” 


“Come here, Celeste, I want to be kissed, 
Your Petit Soldat that Jerry missed. 
And stake me a drink, I’m jolly well frisked.” 


‘What did I think of up in the air? 
Who ever thinks in this rotten old guerre? 
Y'know, Cherie, you've the prettiest hair!” 


[ 33 ] 
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To the World Fliers 


Winged navigators of the uncharted air, 
Valiant and bold above a world of cloud 
Whose misty folds may be the only shroud 

For you who throw with Fate and overdare 

In fragile craft the elements conspired: 

The hungry seas are gaping eagerly, 

While envious winds dispute your onward flight 
The arid wastes, the savage jungle and the night 
Defy your skill. Fly on courageously, 

Drake and Magellan were not more inspired. 
The first to circumnavigate the globe 

On wings pinioned with dauntless bravery— 
The world will welcome you to Fame’s abode 
And carve your names in deathless history. 
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March Night 


Wound in loose veils of white snow woven 
Gustily streaming behind through the street 
Like standards deserting a field of defeat, 
Shrieking like dervishes fanatically driven 
Or demons satanically railing at heaven, 
Winter’s rear guard flees in hurried retreat. 


Strewn is their wake with baggage discarded, 
Weapons and trappings of boreal white, 
Thrown to the winds in confusion of flight, 
Draping stark trees with foliage silvered, 
The fields in their drabness argently swarded 
Presaging the April of luminous night. 
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Complaint 


No minstrel I with fingers swift as fire, 

And yet my heart is burdened of a song 
Athrob with secret passions hidden long, 
But stilled for master note of high empire 

To sound the first sweet stroke upon the lyre 
That I may sing with soft toned temple gong 
That chimes a pean to the rosy dawn 

A madrigal for her I most desire. 

And yet how will she know that what I sing 
Is scaled to finer chords and sweeter tunes 
Than ever saga sung in northern runes 

To golden walkyr by a viking bold 

Because my lay needs must have braver ring 
Since she is fairer far than maids of old. 
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Pipe Dreams 


From the old dudeen the gray smoke curls 
And floats in vagrant schemes, 
While in the lazy mellowed swirls 
I see the stuff of dreams. 


On a sheltered hill beside the sea 
A manse all ivy hung 

Beside a road through a verdant lea, 
Trail’s end when day is done. 


And beneath the shade of ancient trees 
A rustic arbor sweet, 

Where I may be lulled by drowsy bees, 
Or romp with little feet. 


A hearth where a log may burn o’nights 
With one to sit beside 

Who will help me set my cares at rights 
As faith and love abide. 


Ah, pipe, old friend, may these dreams come true 
You sketch for me in haze, 

And you shall draw on a Burley brew 
Through all your smoking days. 
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Resurgam 


Must one to sing of beauty chant the praise 

Of queens these ages dead, whose golden hair 
Has molded in the clay, whose faces fair 

Are but a mem’ry sung in roundelays? 

Tis sad these fair ones lived but fleeting days; 
Their faded charms drive poets to despair 

Of finding women now not half so fair 

And so they sing anew the ancient lays. 

Ah! dumb thy tongue and better mute thy song 
Who strikes the lyre in praise of dead desires. 
Have you no hopes, are there no raging fires 
That burn within you with unholy dread 

Lest she who breathes today shall judge you wrong 
Because your songs are sung unto the dead? 
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Marjorie 


When she walks the aspen sways 
Following her gentle ways, 
When she sighs the south wind blows 
Perfumed with jessamine and rose, 
When she laughs there stirs a breeze 
Though leaves were merry in the trees, 
She smiles and lowering clouds of gray 
Forthwith are silver-lined and gay, 
Her eyes may fill with pensive thought 
Or beam like stars in deep pools caught, 
She speaks and sweet low notes are heard 
Though temple chimes had pealed with word. 
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This Poetic Life 


From eight to five I talk amain 
Of cattle, sheep and hogs, 
Energetically I give my brain 
To meaty dialogues. 
I interlard my speech by days 
With sausage, beef and lamb 
And bend my mind to better ways 
To sell more eggs and ham. 


By night my discourse wanders free 
Aloof from mortal food 

To soar through realms of fantasy 
By Muses coyly wooed. 

Cocagne I sing and Avalon, 
That happy faery isle, 

The Mongol court of Prester John 
And Arden’s bosky aisle. 


Take warning from my sorry plight, 
All ye of plain vocation, 

Who yearn to scintillate by night 
In poetic avocation. 

Involved with words I lost my dear 
By calling her a cow, 

Distraught I’ve lost my job I fear, 
Odes sell no pigs feet now. 
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Pigs and Poetry 


Evenings, as I think I’ve said 
My thoughts are turned to rhyme 
Which puts no butter on my bread 
(This art is so sublime). 
About salons I idly stand 
In rapt Byronic pose, 
A butcher in an alien land 
Attired in poet’s clothes. 


While there I met a lady fair, 
O, wondrous fair was she 

Whose blithesome, gay, insouciant air 
At once enamoured me. 

But others, too, confessed her spell 
And paid her public court 

In words as sweet as asphodel, 
But such is not my forte. 


Through contretemps I lost one maid, 
I'll make no more such breaks, 
If one can’t call a spade a spade 
I'll woo my love with steaks. 
Let others emulate the bard 
In sonnetized romance, 
I'll make my million selling lard 
And honeymoon in France. 
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Romance 


Of what is the stuff of Romance made, 
Illusive as a mirage on the sand; 
Desired by king and beggar maid, 

Who knows by what its fires are fanned? 


The King of the Mongols rode in his cart 

Bearing a dull and lonely heart. 

There were tears in his eyes and his eyes were sad 
Because all whom he saw were young and glad. 

He wearied of wealth and he wearied of power, 

He wished to be young if but for an hour. 

“Youth, a fiddle and a maid to dance. 

I'd barter my crown for an hour of romance!” 


A lily white maid stood still in the street 
Bowing in reverence before his feet. 

Her eyes were moist and they glistened keen 
At his splendid golden and silken sheen. 

She wearied of poverty and the ways thereof; 
She dreamed of a monarch’s fickle love. 

“Td sell my soul for a passing chance 

To ride with the King for an hour’s romance 
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Of what is the stuff of Romance made, 
Illusive as a mirage on the sand; 

Desired by king and beggar maid, 

Who knows by what its fires are fanned? 
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A Room to Dream in 
(For S—— anp R: ) 


The glint of candlelight upon old pine, 
Like golden spears that thrust the gloom, 
And polished pewter bright with shine 


Hold carnival within this room. 


A tavern table ample for a feast, 
With linen and with Wedgwood white 
And rich with viands, these the least 
When friends make merry through the night. 


Ahigh an ancient lanthorn sheds a glow 
That creeps o’er those who gather there 

And softly gleams as bright eyes throw 
Their dazzling glances everywhere. 


And here one seems to find a place apart 
From cares that crowd the daily scheme, 
An hour to court the happy heart 
And sit with friends to talk and dream. 
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Harbor Lights 


When the winds blow hard and the seas beat high 
And the sails are lashed and torn, 

While the breakers boom where the reefs are nigh 
And the crew is haggard and worn, 

The ship is not doomed nor the cargo lost 
If the hand at the helm holds square, 

And fearlessly steers as the bar is crossed 


With a faith in the harbor flare. 


Though the road be hard and the way be long 
And the traveler wearily tires 
As he plods with lips that are mute to song 
In the quest of oft-visioned desires, 
There’s a brightening hope of better days 
If he sees through the falling night 
But a tiny window where love displays 
Just a welcoming candle light. 
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Heredity 
A Fucug 


Is life the end of all? In birth to death 
Eternity encompassed with a gust of breath 
That fleeing from our transient modeled clay 
Leaves naught but earth to moulder to decay 
And naught of all we were or hoped to be 
To kindle kindred fires within posterity? 


Is wealth or written words or public works 
Our only legacy? O, futile bulwarks 

These to stave the leveling hands of time 
From any vestige of our soul’s regime 
Within this shell where reigneth it awhile 
With faith, nobility, or even guile. 


If there is naught but three score years and ten 
From dust to dust of mortal regimen 

Ere man returns to that insensate void 

Of nothingness from whence unfraught he voyaged 
Whence come the fires that beacon from great souls 
Dispelling dark as every age unrolls? 


If mortal years are all of life there is, 

A sunbeam dying in a dark abyss, 

What prophet can explain the mystery 

How life that runs from naught to naught can be: 
Then we indeed are sired by freakish chance 

And all our scions sons of circumstance. 


A virgin life conceived within the womb 
Bourgeoning but to rot beneath the tomb, 
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A barren soul, a blank and spotless page 

To cipher with the cryptics of one age, 

No spirit from the past to guide our lines, 
No future mind to animate from our designs. 


How aimless then, this fleeting dance of days 
In which the confines of our lives are laid 
That no humanity of the striving past 
Enriched within us can be onward passed 
But every life, by heritage unweighed, 

A puny circle whirling through a maze. 


A labyrinth of winding beaten trails 
Whereon men progress to and fro 

Ceaselessly as the oceans ebb and flow 
Seeking bread or pelf or Sainted Grails. 


Where few vary from discovered paths 
But trod the measure of their lives 

As though their limbs were fettered fast with gyves 
In lanes as narrow as a mower’s swaths. 


The years within monotonous orbits run 
From toil to sleep, a bit of play 
Endlessly repeating day by day 
Varying only in their consumation. 


Intangible are the walls that lie between 
These streets where humans live and hone, 
Confining some to causeways sharp with stone 
And some to avenues of arbored green. 
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Though some may dwell in corridors of sard 
What add they to the ages store 

Or centuries hence will be remembered more 
Than those who hovel in a squalid yard? 


For those whose deeds have won mankind’s acclaim 
Owe naught to accident of birth 

In plenty’s palace or in famine’s dearth, 
Despite the source their lives were doomed to fame. 


Why does this life, then, oft its sphere belie 

If rooted in itself it flowers a time 

To waste away without a kindred seed 

To thrive anon in perpetuity of creed; 

What then explains those traits reechoing like rhyme 
Through men the ages down, and how and why? 


May not our bodies Vestal temples be 
Transiently enshrining immortality; 

Our lives the guardians of the sacred fires 

Whose flames are fanned by breath of our desires. 
New fanes rising as we sink beneath the loam 

As Vesta’s rose in Caere and again in Rome. 


Eternal fires whose own intensity 

Is heightened by an atavistic brilliancy 
From coals flame-fed by long forgotten sires 
That glow again to immutable desires— 
The clay coloring as the kiln was fired, 

So every Cesar by a Cesar sired. 


The rose tree ever buds a fragrant rose 
E’en grafted on some alien stem it blooms 
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A hybrid rose-like of petals and perfumes 
And thrifty to the soil wherein it grows 
With heritage of scented leaf consumes 
All baser strains to blossom forth a rose. 


The barb decoyed from desert plain 
To sire with mares of common breed 
Begets a foal whose flying hooves 
Outpace his sluggish dam with speed 
That shows the Arab’s stronger strain. 


Of metals lustrous in their sheen 
None has the heritage of steel 
To take within the glowing forge 
The polish and the tempered feel 
That marks the blade of Damascene. 


The potter turns upon the wheel 
His pots and urns of surface clays, 
"Tis only earths long pressed to stone— 
To marble, whereon art displays 
Its handiwork in lifelike seal. 


The snows that fall on Yared’s top 

Are borne afar from distant seas 
To mantle there till April’s suns 

Down speed them to the Nile’s increase 
To nurture Egypt’s golden crop. 


Through ages of volcanic fire 

The precious diamond crystals form 
That glow on beauty’s diadem 

But sans the years of igneous storm 
Are lumps devoid of all desire. 
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The mighty suns that whirl through space 
Fling off the flaming asteroids 
That sail beyond our mortal ken 
For eons through great unknown voids 
Evolving their peculiar race. 


There is no end: all things increase for aye 
Though they themselves may perish in an hour 
Something remains of strength, a deathless dower 
That flourishes anew some after day 

With rarer grace in fuller stronger power 
Refined of dross long years have burned away. 


If it were so as held the Sadducees 

That life is all and death the soul’s surcease 
Then we are lesser than the least of these 
Inherently augmented in the flux of time, 
Annealed by summer suns and wintry rime, 
Through ages forged into a thing sublime. 


This heritage of lesser things is plain 
Through forms continuing as the eons wain, 
All finding in the centuries some gain 

That molds and purifies their strain 

To brighter beauty and a wider reign 

Of usefulness. O Sadducee, explain— 


How living man who is than these no less 

And with a soul encharged through life’s duress 
You can consign at death to emptiness? 

This flesh may wither as an autumn leaf, 

’Tis but a vassalage we hold in fief 

To a sovereign spirit through a tenure brief. 
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These lives that seem so aimless as they wend, 
These fiefs of our immortal souls, 

Are crucibles within whose fiery bowls 
The elements of genius mix and blend. 


One age did not enfuse the steely ore, 
Nor yet unloose the Arab’s speed 

Or grew no roses from a wayside weed: 
These are the acme of long eons more. 


So too, the genius that proclaims men great 
Was born within no single life 
But hewn and shapen in generic strife 
By many minds a-seethe with thoughts innate. 


Within each life these thoughts some increase find, 
Their mettle in each one acquires 

A tempering of long progressive fires 
Till generations forge one perfect mind. 


All minds are in some varied state of flux 
Annealing after brilliant fire 

Of yester-life or drawing taut as wire 
To sound immortally when occasion plucks. 


Let no one then proclaim this life is vain 
Though it may seem a weary scourge of pain, 
An endless plodding, a dreary journey toward 
An unknown tomb, devoid of least reward, 

For through the hardships of such labored stress 
A soul may be approaching infiniteness. 


The mind of genius is a thing complex, 
Unbound by puny creeds of race or sex, 
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Ripened with remembered wisdom of the past, 
Sundering wide all laws of slavish caste, 

Deep rooted in the infinities of time 

It flashes among men, apart, sublime. 


So one who walks in common guise 
Of features like as other men 
May still have dreams within his soul 
From olden lives he lives again 
That open vistas to his eyes. 


The fire of bards entombed long, 

Of Sappho on her Grecian isle, 
Of Homer, he who sang in dark 

And troubadours of Villion’s wile 
May burn his blood to flaming song. 


The steely clash of martial hordes 

Like Cesar once aroused in Gaul, 
The concord of the Corsican, 

The harmony of Hannibal 
May invest him with countless swords. 


The love of pillage and of sack 
That gave sail to the buccaneers, 
The splendid daring that was Drake— 
Morgan of Carthagena’s tears, 
May swell a dauntless merchant’s pack. 


The virtue of the early saints, 

The piety that stood *gainst Rome, 
Died not upon the flaming cross 

But lives in many a far flung home 
Combating civilization’s taints. 
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The pride that was Cornelia’s boast, 
The motherhood of noble sons, 

Still burns in many women’s breasts 
Where honor’s deep tradition runs 

To mold the lives they cherish most. 


These traits are common with all men, 
Haughty and humble, knaves and fools; 
Vice and virtue, wisdom and sin 
In conflict till the stronger rules 
And kind reverts to kind again. 


Rail not at what may seem a fruitless fate 
As life sweeps empty to the Stygian gate; 
A thousand times a thousand plodding sires 
But one son breed for destiny’s empires, 

One son within whose rich and myriad mind 
The virtues of a thousand sires are twined. 


Courage, then, to follow through long humble ways, 
What though the end loom thick with dark, 
Such fortitude may fan the genius spark 
In unborn sons to brighten distant days. 


This is the heritage of men, 
Their legacy to posterity: 
Though flesh may wither and decay 
Their thoughts live through eternity 
To stir men’s minds again, again. 
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Vanitas 


The avid years descend with clutching hands 

To steal away the flowering charms of youth 

From all whose vain desires deny this truth: 

Mere beauty blooms and fades with the swift sands 
That race the hours through Time’s relentless glass; 
True loveliness is in the soul. No brush 

Rose dyed with unguents can impart its blush 
When youth’s bright hour in self-delight has passed. 
Ponder the fair conceits of yesteryears, 

Unloved save in desire—and what a fate 

They met—the pyre, the asp, the naked sword! 
Self-squandered beauty buys but lonely tears 

When one less fair usurps your place. Too late 
You learn that vanity is an empty gourd. 
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Prelude 


There are songs of Samarkand, 
Of Ephesus and Tyre, 

Of women fair and lovely 
As yearning hearts desire. 


There were lovers rhyming then 
To passion’s fiery urge, 

So we read of them today 
In rose-hued golden words. 


I must make a song for you 
On ivory tinted runes 

So ages hence all men will sing 
Your beauty in my tunes. 
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Mid-Victorian Sonnet to a Modern Maid 


They have not kissed whose lips have only met 
In lust of flesh on flesh unsatisfied 

With momentary passion gratified. 

Such casual caresses do but whet 

In those deceitfulness has made adept 

At love’s sweet tenderness so stultified 

In mimicry of ardor glorified 

An overwhelming gnawing of regret. 

When sympathy has soothed half-worded fears, 
When touch is tremulous as tongues of fire, 
When eye has kindled eye with tender glance 
And thought of parting brings unguarded tears 
That cannot quench the fierceness of desire, 
Then only does a kiss endure romance. 
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Castle in Spain 


Soaring to turrets wrapped in azure cloud, 

Builded of all the fond desires of love 

Fantasy reared a splendent castle proud 

Flaunting defiance to the stars above 

That never should they see the like thereof 

To passion such as piled these lofty walls 

All decked with arras-dreams through glowing halls. 


Kisses on hopes and little songs on sweet, 

And whispered vow on vow as stone on stone 
(Love’s masonry was ever overfleet), 

It rose a palace of delights unknown 

Towering ere a summer's day had flown, 

Where all Love’s days should be as brimming years 
There walled about from petty hates and fears. 


Topless towers with tumbled ruin rent 

As swift as night breaks camp before the day, 
Because one feared the dazzling battlement 
Too lofty height for love to hold long sway— 
*T was built upon the sands of wanton play— 
And went afar from there to worldly schemes 
While one rebuilds its splendor in her dreams. 
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Ballade of the Soldiers of Fortune 


Comes a rumor from distant lands 

Borne on the rhythm of marching feet, 
Trumpeted far in shrill commands— 
Never was music half so sweet 

As the brazen strains the hills repeat 
Singing adventure otherwhere. 

What though the end be vultures’ meat? 
Some must go where the bugles blare. 


Whence the lure of these alien strands 
Parched and burnt in the desert heat, 
Weary with leagues of crunching sands, 
Little to drink and less to eat 

And a savage foe when sabers meet. 
Richer in tasks of peace than there— 
Who would rot in a market street? 
Some must go where the bugles blare. 


Sanctuary the borderlands 

Sought by all who would flee deceit 
Flourishing rank where Mammon stands 
Swollen with opulent conceit 

Of a tawdry name that time will cheat. 
Death is the fate that all will share, 
Some may wait in a chimney-seat, 

Some must go where the bugles blare. 
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Maidens and ladies fair, entreat 

To know not why their vows are air, 
Suffice that your charms are incomplete, 
Some must go where the bugles blare. 
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Telepathy 


In after years, in after years 

If sometime you should think of me 
Whose kisses flamed upon your lips, 
And pause to wonder wearily 

Why memory through oblivion sears. 


It may be that a thought of you 
Recalled by some long dead refrain 
Has thrilled my heart as once in May 
And in our thoughts we meet again, 
But we shall never know, we two. 
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The dry brown stubble runs over the hill, 
The poppies droop withered and sear 

But the oak is in motley beyond the rill, 
Though the reeds are dead in the mere. 


Years gone and the hill was a crest of fire, 
The poppies were reddened with blood, 
The pool was a black and forbidding mire 
While the Reaper lurked in the wood. 


There’s a mound in that meadow lone and drear 
Sunk down by the winds and the rain 

With only a tree at the head of the bier 

Where a humble soldier was lain. 


Though he sleeps alone far over the sea, 
His spirit still lives in that dell 

And scarlet and gold it colors the tree 
That guards the place where he fell. 
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Sonnet to a Lovely Lady’s Eyes 


Sometimes it seems your face is as a stage 
Whereon your eyes play strange beguiling roles 
With meaning diverse as the far spaced poles— 
Sweet girlish innocence, a wisdom sage, 
Compassion soft and injured beauty’s rage, 
Cool distances and passion’s glowing coals, 

A fireside love and far off distant goals— 

A pantomime with arts from every age. 
Enthralled you hold your audience in doubt 

Of what deep plot goes on within the play 
And eagerly they wait the last scene out 

That subtilely changes each recurrent day, 

But not enough to hide one stubborn fact, 

You portray Mother Eve in every act. 
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Villanelle 


Beneath that argent moon 
We loved and little thought 
We could forget so soon. 


We sang the age-old tune 
By Love's blind fancy wrought 
Beneath that argent moon. 


We were not then immune 
And kisses never taught 
We could forget so soon. 


Fair words so sweetly strewn 
That meant but less than naught 
Beneath that argent moon. 


Alas, that moonlit June 
With romance so befraught 
We could forget so soon. 


Perhaps, it was a boon 
That love so easily bought 
Beneath that argent moon 
We could forget so soon. 
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The Last Fag 


(A REMINISCENCE OF SERGEANT F.) 


The shrapnel wailed o’er Ypres town 
With shrieks that rent the night, 

While Verey flares came floating down 
In glare of ghastly light. 


At Hellfire Corner I got mine — 
Lay cursing for a fag 

Until a voice that choked with slime 
Cried, “Tommy, here’s a drag.” 


Across the mud he crawled to me 
And I remember yet 

The way we shared the ecstasy 
Of that lone cigarette. 


Like pals we shared it turn about 
Until our fingers burned; 

Too soon its sweet incense died out 
From rasping throats that yearned. 


With many pleasures since that day 
Still I cannot forget 

The one that makes them all seem gray— 
That last half cigarette. 
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Madrigal 


Sweet are the lays the harpers sing 
To greet the fair return of spring— 
Odes to buttercups’ golden hue 
And violets adrip with dew; 

Of April skies soft gray in rain 
That fill with bright sunlight again, 
And the silken petals of the rose 
Kissed by zephyrs in garden-close. 


But still— 
Springs come and go like lovers’ fears, 
Flowers will bloom through all the years, 
Ever earth turns to springtime days 
Harpers will sing new roundelays. 


Sweeter the harpers’ songs of spring 

Were other charms in the words they sing— 
Curls as bright as the daisy’s gold, 

Eyes as blue as the starry fold 

Twinkling merrily or softly sad. 

Smiles like the spring sun’s ever glad 

About two red lips with memory 

Fragrant as the anemone. 


And though— 
Springs may fly with the gathering years 
Little remembered as lovers’ tears, 
Ever there'll be a harper to sing 
One whose beauty outrivals the spring. 
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Un Peu d'Amour 


I had a rendezvous with Love 

And Love came tenderly to me 
With open arms and welcoming smile 
To bid me tarry there awhile 

Where songsters trilled melodiously 
In leafing boughs that arched above. 


I had a rendezvous with Love 
Through days that hastened rapturously, 
My head reposed upon soft breasts, 
My lips aflame with Love’s bequests 
That rained upon them wantonly 
While summer round us bloomed and throve. 


I had a rendezvous with Love 
That palled upon me wearily 
And erstwhile Joy became depressed 
And would no longer be caressed 
And so I left her sullenly 
As autumn painted gay the grove. 


I had a rendezvous with Love 
Remembered now regretfully, 
But would my Love seem now so fair 
If we had gone on loving there, 
Or would she bore me woefully 
When wintry storms about us wove. 
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The Duel 


From Dunkerque down to Calais 
The coast of France was dark, 
A million men lay sleeping, 
Their weary bodies stark. 


The night was not unpeaceful 
To tortured ears and eyes, 

Unheard the cannons’ rumble, 
Unseen the flare-lit skies. 


Then there swelled a humming 
Like angry wasps and bees 
That louder droned and louder 
With malevolent increase. 


Above the sleeping army 
The flying raider came 

To rain down death upon them 
In bombs of bursting flame. 


But from a dozen hillsides 
There beamed across the sky 
The rapier blades of searchlights 
That fenced the clouds on high. 


The bomber turned and twisted 
To dodge the thrusting beams 
That swept around the heavens 
In search of tell-tale gleams. 


Then swiftly waged the conflict, 
A duel of thrust and parry 
"Twixt beams of dazzling brightness 
And a dark illusive quarry. 
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Close to the wharves of Calais 
The deadly duel drew nigh 

Where stores of ammunition 
Were piled beneath the sky. 


Hold! One beam more dextrous 
Has pinned against the night 

The black-crossed wings of a Gotha 
Transfixed by a shaft of light. 


A huge and gorgeous insect 
Nailed to a sable sky 

With quivering silver arrows 
Like a pinioned dragon-fly. 


The heavens shine like midday 
Where the raider swiftly sails 

And round him moans the chorus 
That the whistling shrapnel wails. 


Struck by a sobbing missile 
His wings are edged with flame 
And crumpling, downward hurtle 
In a savage crimson frame. 


His last war cry is echoed 
In a sibilant refrain 

Howled by the winds that flout him 
As he comes to earth again. 


The searchlights dip to salute him 
As the last flames die away 

While the army goes on sleeping 
Undisturbed to another day. 
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Sonnet to Helen 


(AFTER THE FALt oF Troy) 


Fair Greek, whose beauty ruined ancient Troy, 
Enflamed the gods and brought brave Hector low 
And made all Troy an Argive triumph show: 
When you were old was there a secret joy 

In your dead love for Priam’s slaughtered boy, 
Or did it thrill your jaded heart to know 

That through the ages Helen’s name would go 
As symbol of frail love’s debased alloy? 

Alas! your beauty was a transient thing, 

And when your fair charms faded and men sought 
In others what the years had stole away, 

Then were you happy, did your last years bring 
A calm and peaceful age by fear unwrought, 

Or did you die despised by all your day? 
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En Régle 


A cavalier swang down the street 
Whistling tunes gallantly, 

He gazed on maidens fair and sweet 
And passed them non-chalantly. 


‘Ah, love is not for me,”’ he cried, 
“My heart belongs to me. 

By woman’s whims Ill never bide, 
My fancy wanders free.” 


Alas, this singing cavalier 
Should see a maid demure 

Whose soft brown eyes and beauty sheer 
Intrigued him with allure. 


And now he whistles many songs 
As he swings down the way 

To her to whom his heart belongs 
Forever and a day. 
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Entr’Acte 


Within the month I met a lady fair 

Who seemed a lovely subject for a rhyme 
And so for days I squandered half my time 
To write a sonnet to her tawny hair, 

Her laughing eyes, her smile, her carefree air. 
A gentle gesture—surely "tis no crime 

To scribble verse, to play in pantomime 
What one on short acquaintance can’t declare 
Six lines will do to end this brief romance: 

I bravely asked the lady out to dine 

To note the color of her eyes, perchance. 
‘“My husband has returned, I must decline,” 


Said she. “Mordioux!” quoth I, “ “Tis none too soon. 


Hence on Ill write my sonnets to the moon!” 
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Memorial Day—1918 


“Does that lousy music sit up all night? 
He’s tootin’ his horn and it ain’t daylight! 
Back here in billets they might let us sleep 
*Stead o’ herdin’ us round like a flock of sheep. 
What the hell’s the date?—The thirtieth of May! 
Christ! Back in the States it’s Decoration Day!” 


“Hit the deck, you;bums, we’re goin’ in today!” 


“This damn pack’s felt like ib weighed a ton 
For the last ten miles. Say, look at the sun 
Come up. Back home I'll bet grand-dad 
Is tellin’ the world "bout the fights he’s had 
With Sherman and Meade ’gainst the rebs in gray 
And how war was then what it ain’t today.” 


“Close up them ranks, d’ye think it’s a holiday!” 


“Hey, Buddie, throw me a bandolier; 
My last clip’s gone and them Jerries ‘re near. 
Say, don’t that shrapnel yell and screech 
Just like a congressman makin’ a speech? 
The top and the skipper’s both gone west— 
Here we go now—let’s strafe that nest!” 


“You're all right, kid, it’s just a plug in the chest!” 


Load 
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Woodrow Wilson 


Muffle the drums that have in victory beat, 
Dip the conquering eagles in sad salute, 

Our captain once so firm and resolute 

Is mustered out and stands his last retreat. 
Furl the proud flags that never knew defeat 
While the legions rank on rank in sorrow mute 
Slow march behind the bier in last tribute 
To him whose aims made victory complete. 
Robbed of success by jealous lesser men 
Who could not understand that vision wide 
That saw all nations and all men allied 

To end the awful pestilence of war— 

Your fame awaits history’s impartial pen 

To show the truth in all you labored for. 
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The Grand Canyon 


Amethyst, emerald, ruby gorge 

Riven by waters of ancient days, 
Hammered and twisted at nature’s forge, 
Rough hewn and cut in tortuous ways; 
Splashed with the flames of dying suns 
In a glory of gold on blended jades 
Under painted cliffs whose beauty stuns, 
In deep defiles where the twilight fades. 
Agleam at the crest with shimmering light, 
Glistening in pale and ruddy hue, 

Down in the depths the dark of night 

A dim and smouldering moonless blue. 
Far flung the rainbow spans the skies, 
But here is its fabled pot of gold, 

A splendor spread for startled eyes 

To marvel until time is old. 
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Mercier 


Across the Flemish plains the sad bells toll, 
While royal drums a muffled farewell roll, 
A nation bows in reverence and tears 

For the hero of their oppressed years 

Who faced with humble faith a haughty foe 
And risked his all assuaging Belgium’s woe; 
By faith alone inspiring Belgian men 

To fight on valiantly unto the end, 

While he a peaceful warrior unafraid 
Defied the edicts that the tyrants laid, 
Laboring with uncowed spirit to defend 

His people from oppression’s regimen, 

A beacon light of courage shining far 
Guiding his country to persevere in war 


Gone are the captains with their mighty hosts, 
Empty of hands and mocked by thwarted boasts— 
From Liege to Mons his requiem is sung, 

In Ostend and the Ardennes hearts are wrung 
With sorrow in a farewell benediction 

O’er him who soothed their hour of dark affliction; 
In Malines and Louvain, throughout all Flanders, 
Ypres, Menin, Dixmude, all sacred grounds 
Where Belgians and their allies died to free 

A conquered land o’erwhelmed, by tyranny, 

This day are filled with rue and mourning sounds 
Abroad in knelling bells beyond the borders 

To lament him who was a prince of creed, 

And nobler yet, a prince in life and deed. 
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Verdun 


Verdun, thy name is thunderous with guns 

And written ‘cross the hills in scarlet blood 

Through valleys where the Meuse slow winding runs 
At Douaumont and Vaux where ebbed the flood 

Of men and metals massed in surging waves 

Against the bastion of brave Frenchmen’s breasts 
Who stormed from out your walls to win their graves 
For aye in France on nerce contested crests. 

Most deadly of all battles in the shock 

Of steel on steel and man to man opposed 

In grim assault that riven on the rock 

Of grimmer courage, reeled from breaches closed. 
“They shall not pass!,” rang through a world aflame 
To echo through the ages thy acclaim. 
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Spring Sonnet 


(To a Certain Lapy) 


If there was one who came within your heart 
And loved you passionately too brief a day, 
Then surfeited, unworthily stole away 
Without a word, and left you so athwart 

Of life that there is none who plays a part 

In the old dreams you live again today, 

Save one whose honeyed words defy decay 
And hold you from all other men apart— 
Remember that the rose tree wooed to bloom 
By summer's fiery sun and left to die, 

Will bourgeon yet again another June 

When warm winds waft another summer nigh. 
So, too, your heart “neath dead love’s wintry pall 
Will throb again to Eros’ springtime call. 
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Vale! 


A rover, I put into port 

When winter’s winds howled down 
To seek me out an anchorage 

And lie up snug in town. 


So while the storm winds ruled the waves 
Oh, not a care had I 

With a winsome lass to serve my grog 
And her smile to charm my eye. 


She was as sweet and pretty thing 
As you'll see in many a moon 

But what is that to a sailor man 
When the tide is flowing soon? 


For there’s a lass in every port 
To love a jolly tar 

And those who seek a sailor’s love 
Should know what seamen are. 


And though she did believe me 
And fill dull months with joy, 
What odds? Soon I'll be forgotten 


For some callow ’prentice boy. 


For there’s a salt tang in the east wind 
That sings to me today 

Of ships with white sails swelling 
To carry me away. 
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The Tourney 


Anno Domini 1190 


(From IvanHor) 


The Prince holds tourney in Ashby town, 
A joust for all knights of high renown 
Who fain would choose with victor’s lance 
A maid for beauty’s crown 
In tilt of courtesy or outrance, 
On champing steeds a-prance 
The marshals cap-a-pie arrayed 
Around the glittering lists parade 
Where ladies smile and nobles gleam 
In blazonry displayed. 
Around the barriers yeomen teem 
And gay-charged pennons stream 
Above the challengers’ pavilions; 
Opposed, a rank of knightly champions 
Steel-clad on rich caparisoned steeds. 
Sound the herald’s clarions: 
“Brave knights, bright eyes behold your deeds 
Damsels cry, “God speeds!” 
Each champion defies a shield 
Then reins his charger down the field. 
“Laissez aller!,” the heralds shout; 
The knights their glistening weapons wield 
And spur headlong with lance thrust out 
To meet in sanguineous rout— 
Unhorsed, some roll upon the ground. 
Now clamorous cheering rends the skies, 
The heralds shout, the trumpets sound, 
The thundering lists resound 
With the conquerors in new enterprise 
For the delight of lovely eyes 
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Unhelmed, disarmed, from chargers flung 
As each tumultuous course is run, 
By one puissant paladin 
The knights are vanquished one by one 
Who crowns his lady sovereign 
Of beauty mid a deafening din 
Of trumpets heralding wide her charms 
Throned by valorous feats of arms— 
The joust is over and feasts begin. 


Anno Domini 1924 
(Stace Frexp) 


A pageantry like to yesteryears, 

Rich colors piled in lofty tiers 

About the field where warriors court 
The accolade of cheers 

That greets the frenzied tide of sport. 
With agile limbs distort 

Gay heralds cavort cross the ground 

To lead the swelling roar of sound 

That peals from myriad lusty throats 
Till ivied walls resound. 

Now musicians come with silvery notes 
And Alma Mater floats 

In strong young voices on the air 

In brave defy, then soft as prayer 

As in some great cathedral aisle. 
Then tumult everywhere 

As come the teams in single file 
Onto the field of trial; 

“Go, Chicago!,” rends the sky— 

“Fight, Illini!,” comes defy. 
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The teams deploy on chosen side 
While silence reigns—a breeze stirs by— 
Then whistles shrill unloose a tide 
Of maroon with orange vied 
In fierce onslaught about the ball. 
Chicago’s warriors wage assault, 
In plunging crashes rend and maul 
Their adversary’s wall, 
Onward they press without a halt 
And o’er the goal line vault. 
Loud peans thunder everywhere, 
Balloons and banners throng the air, 
The field is a pandemonium 
As thousands madly share 
Glad transports of gay delirium. 
Again hearts wildly thrum— 
A meteor comes round the ends 
And seven lunging linesmen fends; 


“°Tis Grange!”, the gray towers echo back 
As swift he goalward wends. 


Three times Chicago’s men attack 
And savagely they hack 
Through guards and tackles thrice to score 
Mid plaudits thunderous as before 
From frenzied men and frantic girls. 
The phantom runs once more, 
Elusively he swerves and swirls, 
Through a maze of arms he whirls— 
And yet again his swift feet fly 
Across the goal. The score’s a tie. 
Wearily they battle still 
As brilliant sallies start and die 
When charging linesmen spill 
The plunging backs with desperate will 
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Until the final signal sounds, 
Then the vast concourse resounds 
To praise their champions’ skill 
And crowds pour out across the grounds 
As rival triumphing abounds. 
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Cameo 


Sable her hat and sable her gown, 

And dark was the way we sped, 

Only the headlights threading the down, 
To reveal the black road ahead; 

The night closed round like a cafion wall, 
There was naught that was light at all 
Save the lustrous oval that marked her face 
So softly curving like ivory pale 

Round dusky eyes deep lashed with lace 
And mouth white-pearled ‘neath a scarlet veil: 
A white gem glowing with mystic light 
Like a cameo carved in the onyx night 
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Songs of Yesterday 


There is magic in the music of old songs, 
Sweet haunting memories of yesteryears; 
To every bygone hour some song belongs, 
A song that round our heartstrings softly plays. 


There’s a little waltz song of days gone by 
That recalls in its lilting refrain 

A maiden’s impassioned last kiss of goodbye 
To a boy who never kissed her again. 


There are songs that bring back on forgotten airs 
What dulled memory no longer revives, 

Our labors, our love, our thanksgiving and prayers, 
The halcyon days we prize most in our lives. 


There’s the rock-a-bye song as old as time 
And the warriors’ march to the wars, 

The paans of peace and the lover’s shy rhyme, 
Then the everlasting song of the stars. 


I N lem OLE Teel 


Apology 


If I had loved one maid 
Through laughter and rue 
And sworn all my vows to her, 
Constant and true, 
I'd have no songs to sing, 
Sad songs and sweet, 
But only one chanson 
Would my lips repeat— 
One song of devotion, 
Homely and staid 
Instead of these verses 
To many loves made. 
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Chicago Avenue Transfer 


across the cafion-like bridges of Halsted Street, a spectacle 

of rare splendor is revealed in the haze of these fiery golden 
March twilights. Southeasterly, above a noisy gray labyrinth of 
railroad yards all but hidden by a maze of billowing smoke—a mist 
of clair-obscur hanging over them like clouds above a thriving low- 
land valley—trise the towering battlements of the citadel of com- 
merce. Silhouetted in all the reflected colors of the westering sun 
they stand against the purple sky of dusk, their bastions and re- 
doubts unseen for wisps of bluish haze that curl about them like 
tendrils of old ivy; up they soar above the clouds until the topmost 
turrets, gilded with pure sunlight, seem to fly a royal oriflamme. So 
Arthur’s magic palace of Caerleon set upon the hills of Wales must 
have looked to the knights returning through the valleys, so Jerusa- 
lem the Golden to Titus and the legions when they first came upon 
the Mount of Olives, and so the glistening minarets of Constanti- 
nople to Mahomet II when he planted his imperial standard at the 
gate of St. Romanus that April morning centuries ago. Glamorous 
with ancient splendor those; glamorous with new splendor these 
battlements of the city whose merlons are interspersed with round 
tower and square, lofty spire and flying arches lifted to magnificent 
heights in wondrous fabrication undreamed of by the architects of 
the medieval citadels. Let no one mourn the glories of the golden 
cities of the past; pause here to contemplate a panorama too marvel: 
ous for any troubadour to rhyme, Chicago outlined in mellow radi- 
ance against an evening sky! 


[ene from the drab gloominess of Goose Island 
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Les Fontinettes 


T IS one of those fickle April days that come sometimes in June, 
a windy, blustrous morning followed by an afternoon of clean 
limpid sunlight shot with sudden squalls of rain. The air is raw 
and chilly yet, but the sun is shining overhead with all the brilliance 
of midsummer, and the drab gray stones of the station and village 
houses of Les Fontinettes seem as bright and new as the military city 
of wood and tin that has spread with fungous growth in all direc- 
tions from the railway. A lengthy procession of pygmy cars each 
marked with the cabalistic legend “Hommes - 40, Chevaux - 8” is 
backing into the yards by jerks and starts at the behest of the inter- 
mittent shrilling of a plaintive horn. A dust brown column swings 
round a bend in the street and moves down to the station in steady 
rhythm. First comes a Highland band pressing a martial pibroch 
from the swelling bagpipes accompanied by a rolling crescendo 
beaten by the drummers’ flailing arms and the heavy shufile of many 
feet. The band comes to a halt before the station while a battalion 
of the Black Watch files past and evolves into company front facing 
the toy train. A cockney sergeant-major aspirates a command in a 
high pitched voice that seems out of place with kilt and glengarry 
(but all regiments are cosmopolitan in this year nineteen-eighteen), 
and the men pile into the train with many a soft burred jest until the ’ 
cars are like so many brown stuffed sausages. The plaintive horn 
shrills again, the engine snorts prodigiously and pulls out its freight 
of smiling faces and waving arms, while to speed them on their way 
the band strikes up a music hall favorite of Blighty days—“Goodbye 
Girls, I'm Through”—to which the mournful bagpipes impart a sad, 
prophetic air. 


The sunlight dies and a squall comes on. Another procession 
comes down the street and another train rolls into the yard, easy 
moving, sumptuous cars whose sides are emblazoned with a cross of 
red. The string of ambulances back against the cars and a swarm 
of R.A.M.C. men file into them to emerge presently in twos, each 
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pair bearing a still white covered stretcher between them which they 
load tenderly into the waiting motors that one by one roll gently 
back up the drab gray streets to the city of wood and tin. But before 
the station the band plays on. A funeral dirge, a lament of Niobe 
for her children? Nay, such strains are for days of peace. Recollect, 
this is the year nineteen-eighteen in France. The tune is still ““Good- 
bye Girls, I’m Through!” 
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The Field of the Cloth of Gold 


HE escadrille is billeted in an old chateau on the Calais road, 

midway between Guines and Ardres, and of an evening the 

pilots drift across the road to the estaminet Rendez-Vous des 
Cyclistes kept by Grand’mere D'Oye and tended by her grand- 
daughters, Berthe and Celeste. As she sits beneath the flickering 
lamplight sipping the glass of vin blanc her frugal offspring permit 
her, the face of Grand’mere D’Oye seems more weatherbeaten and 
decayed than the facade of the old chateau, her features enfolded in 
a labyrinth of wrinkles. Thus she will sit beside the high-legged 
stove until bundled off to bed, impassive, immovable, unless her 
favorite Le Petit As chances in to share with her a magnum of poor 
champagne or a coffee spiced with rum. Under its warming influ- 
ence, eyes of fire light up in their wrinkled pouches, her tongue 
loosens in the gossip of five centuries handed down from hag to hag 
and the dry pages of school-day history become vivified in her tell- 
ing. She relates how the chateau, a castle once, stood proud and 
domineering when the bowmen of the third Edward marched down 
the lanes to Crécy field, and how once, on the very field where her 
guests fly their winged steeds Henry of England welcomed Francis, 
the King of Gentlemen, while all the puissant champions of the two 
kingdoms, encamped about the castle in pavilions of silk and velvet, 
held tourney on the field of the cloth of gold. If France but had 
those champions now, sighs the old dame. 


The sonorous music of the Call to Quarters puts an end to the 
old wives’ tales and by two and threes her audience straggle across 
the field to billets. A full moon rising late seems like a silver gewgaw 
caught in the branches of the row of poplars along the roadside, and 
its pale beams blending with the light ground haze wrap the land- 
scape in a gossamer of silver which enchants the eye. The subtly 
camouflaged hangars take on the semblance of tapestried pavilions 
embroidered in bizarre design and the drooping wind cones seem like 
knights’ bannerets. In the background the round tower of the castle 
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looms with all its pristine air of impregnability while before it the 
broad expanse of field appears in the thick mellow moonlight to be 
carpeted with a silvery greenish nap of more wondrous texture than 
the golden cloth spread for the feet of the ancient kings. All the 
illusion lacks is mail clad knights and snorting chargers, and on the 
morrow, when the fantasy fades, they will come, but men of a dif- 
ferent type whose steeds are the Pegasus of which the minstrels sang 
during the great tourney. Ah, Grand’mere D’Oye, more intrepid 
knights than the spendthrift nobles of a weakling king are fighting 
for your France! 
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Icarus 


H: WAS off the flying list for a week for ignoring a “wash- 


out” order and carrying on to the objective after the rest of 

the escadrille had dumped their bombs in the sea off Ostend 
and turned back. The objective this day was to be Eecloo sidings, 
and he pleaded with the major to be reinstated but the old man was 
adamant, and as the squadron took the air he stood a picture of 
youth disconsolate, for there were rumors that Jerry had had enough 
and this might be the last raid of the war. 


An hour’s flying took us well across the lines to the Ghent- 
Bruges railway, and as the objective rushed up the tracks to meet 
us, hands caressed the bomb releases lovingly. Then like a summer 
thunder storm they were upon us—some thirty Fokkers diving out 
of the blue. A red flare from the major’s ship signalled attack and 
a merry dog fight was on. Back and forth, around and round, the 
staccato put-put-put, put-put-put of the Lewis guns challenging the 
measured rat-a-tat-tat, rat-atat-tat of the Maxims. A tracer fired 
Dizzy Martin’s gas tank and made a flaming coffin of the ship, while 
his gunner, jumping clear, fell all a-sprawl like a frog. Three Jerries 
hung on the doughty old major’s tail, forcing him down and down. 
Three to one they circled all about us like performers in a circus ring 
—fine sport for Fritz. A singing of taut wires and a newcomer dives 
through the midst of the fight. Down, down he plunges with silent 
guns to where the major is fighting off his adversaries with more 
nerve than skill. Then a rapid burst of fire from his guns and a Hun 
falls in lazy circles; another burst and another and the other two 
make off with dragging wings. He zooms to join the fight above, 
waving his hand, and as his ailerons sweep past ours we see the 
laughing face of the lad we left behind. An English squadron comes 
hustling up from Ypres way and Jerry fires a farewell salvo and is 
off. The smile dies on the boy’s face, he huddles forward over his 
stick, his tail flops up and his ship drops crazily. The fight is over— 
the objective just below. We circle low to deliver our eggs and then 
back to the Belgian field at Hondschoote for coffee — and more 


bombs. 
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Les Baraques 


with a raucous cry and disappears like a fleeting spirit into 

the flying scud the North Sea winds are driving down the 
Channel as the little procession winds across the sands to the silent 
city among the dunes, the military cemetery of Les Baraques. The 
groaning of the caisson, the jangle of the harness brasses, the rhyth- 
mic creaking of the blow sand beneath the feet of the marching men 
importune upon the silence of the spot in a subdued monotonous 
undertone, a flat echo of that pomp of armies which fades to such 
unsung scenes on far off fields like this. 


Atte gray gull winging over its wind swept haunts wheels 


In serried ranks from hill to hill the crosses of Les Baraques 
stand out against the white sand like the massed banners of an en- 
campment of the Crusades—crusaders who sleep until the Arch- 
angels’ reveille shall muster them once more. Past the bivouac of 
Briton and Colonial, soldier and sailor, the procession moves in a 
slow march to where the newest cross marks the last billet of a 
Yankee lad. Rough hands grown tender lower him down, the escort 
presents arms smarter than ever on parade. The padre drones out 
his sonorous platitudes and then three volleys ring out loud and 
clear. The trumpeter raises his bugle to pursed lips to sound the 
soldiers’ requiem and from the gray encompassing hills the echo 
floats back— 

“Comrade true, 
Peace to you, 
Farewell!” 
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Belle-Isle-En-Mer 


(APRIL 218T, 1919) 


with the quickening dusk have blotted out the twinkling lights 

of St. Nazaire and the beloved coast of France. A hot wind 
creeps up from the south, the sable night and the black sea are indis- 
tinguishable, as close and confining as a dragon’s mouth, and the 
white foam breaking and rolling back from the bows is like the quick 
play of the monster’s forked tongue. Astern the beam of Le Phare 
de la Tour de l’Aiguillon comes through the mist diffused till it 
seems to be the baleful glare of the wraith of an Argus glowering 
over our departure. 


IKE a cloak of mystery damp swirls of salt sea mist mingling 


The steady throbbing of the engines has been a lullaby to the 
three thousand-odd men in the tiers of bunks below decks and to 
every man of them the tune has been, “We're going home! Home! 
We're going home! Home!” Somewhere below in the galley a black 
mess boy is singing “Carry Me Back to Ole Virginny,” and the two- 
striper on the bridge picks up the air. 


Four clear double notes from the wheel house sound the hour 
and the Jimmy Legs pipes up the watch. The solitary watcher at the 
lee rail turns to go below, murmuring, “The end of the Great Ad- 
venture,” when a new beacon looms through the mist and he lingers. 
“Belle Isle,” responds a passing gob to his query. Belle Isle! Ah, 
does it strain the imagination to see on that shore in the swirling 
fog four plumed cavaliers, their cloaks wind-tossed, their swords 
upraised? Musketeers of old, we return your salute, but there is 
only one of us. Our Athos lies in Bois de Belleau, where he brought 
the skipper back through the barrage; Porthos led the fierce tide up 
Ridge Mont Blanc, the target of a hundred snipers—and now it’s 
April again, there must be a six foot strip of daisies on the hill crest 
—and Aramis flew once too often over Houthulst Wood for 
“intelligence.” Belle Isle, the tomb of Porthos, whose only epitaph 
was the tears of Aramis. Fortunate Porthos! The epitaph of our 
Musketeers will be the forgetfulness of a nation. 
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Idyll 


great golden galleon guiding her course through the white 

cloud-caps by the beacon buoys of Canopus and Arcturus, 
encrusting the palms with fronds of silver and casting their soft ebon 
shadows rippling over the limpid waters of Biscayne Bay. Black was 
her hair as a raven’s wing and her eyes like twin pools of turquoise 
fire, and as she nestled languorously in the prow of our faerie barge 
she seemed in the glow of the phosphoric sea like another Morgan le 
Fay enchanting my paddle strokes to a mysterious isle of drooping 
palms and exotic tropic perfumes that lay at the foot of the golden 
moonway. ‘On such a night as this did Leander swim the Helle- 
spont,” thought I, while far back on the Miami shore the casino 
lights twinkled mischievously to the faint cadence of music drifting 
on the breeze. What was it we sang and danced and made love to 
that spring? ‘* "Neath the pale ere moon, we shall meet some 
other June.” 

That was five years ago. Last night the old mariner of the 
moon sailed his golden craft over my garden, lighting it with weird 
effects in silver and sable chiaroscuro, which with the soft plash of 
the fountain and the fragrance of the budding roses created a mem- 
ory. I hastened within to hunt a forgotten number and jangled the 
telephone impatiently. An interminable delay and then came the 
soft voice I had known so well, as languorous as the June night itself, 
“Oh, Charlie, bring home some peppermint, the twins have the 
colic.” 


\ CROSS a silken sky of blue a burnished moon sailed like a 


Finale: my name is not Charles! 
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“There is the sound of the bugle in this new book of verse, yes, and 
the clang of arms and the roll of drums. And also there is the sound of 
the guitar strumming outside a lady’s window when a thin silver moon 
is riding in the sky. You walk in old castles and look over gray battle- 
ments into the far distant hills. In these days of materialism and 
forgotten idylls, Le Mousequetaire is a magician who waves his wand 
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and puts us back to the days when life was young and love was king. 
—RICHARD HENRY LITTLE 
Chicago Daily Tribune 
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